The mejl LamentMlTTf^gecite 

Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 

Exit. 

%o. No matter, get thee gone, 

And hyre thofe Horfes, He be with thee ftraighc. 
Weil lulitt, 1 will iye with thee to night : 

Lets fee for meancs, O mifehiefe thou art fwifr. 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: 

I doe remember an Anpothecarie, 

And here about* a dwels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouer- whelming browes. 
Culling of Simples, meager werehislookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones : 

A'- d in his needy (hop a Tortoys hung, 

An Ailfgater ftu'ft, and other skinnes 
Of ill ftvap’c fifties, and about his ftielues, 

A beggerly account of emptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftie feeds, 
Remnants of packthred, and old Cakes of Rofea 
Were thinly fcattr red, to make vp a (hew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid, 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofefale is prefent death in Mantua, 

Here Hues a Caitiffe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this fhoiild be the houfc. 

Being holy day, the Beggers fhop is ftiut. 

What ho Apothccarie: 

tsfpvo. Who cals folowd? 

. Rem. Come hi ther man, I fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me bauc 
A dram of poyfon, fuch focfne fpeeding geare. 

As willdifperfe it felfe through all the veines, 

That the life-wearie-tak*r may fall dead, _ 

And that theTrunckema^bedifcharg’d of breath, 
As violently, as haftie powder fierd 


Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 

poti. Such mortall drugs I haue , but Mantuat law 

Is death to any he that vtters them. 

Ro. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefle, 

And feareft to die, famine is in thy chcckes, 

Neede and oppreflion ftarueth in thy eyes, 

Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backe: 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law, 

The world affords no law to make thee rich; 

Then be not poore, but breake it and take this. 

*?<>. My pouerty, but not my will confents. 

Ro. 1 pay thy pouerty and not thy will. 

Po. Put this iu any liquid thing you will. 

And drinke it off, and if you had the ftrength 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 

%o. There is thy Gold, worfe poyfon to mens fouls. 
Doing more murthers in this loathfome world. 

Then thefe poore compounds that thou mai’ft not fell, 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy foode, and get thy felfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, goe with me 
To /«/*;; graue, for there muft I vfe thee. 

Exeunt 

Enter Frierlohn to Frier Lawrence. 

Ioh. Holy Franeifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Lawrence.. 

Law. This fame fliould be the voice of Frier Iohn, 
Welcome from Mantua: what fayes Romeo > 

Or if his mind be writ, giue me his Letter. 

lob. Going to find a barefoote brother out, 

One of our order to affociate me. 

Here in this Citie vifiting the ficke, 

And finding him, the Searchers of the towne, 

Sufpe&ing that we both were in a houfe. 

Where the infe&ious peftilence did raigrte, 

Seald vp the doores, and would not let vs forth, 

So that may fpeede'to Mantua there was ftaide. 
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